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Judith in her ragged dress with her unpowdered
hair was unlike anyone else at the Ball. She had
had, Jennifer knew, a vagabond for her mother
and a vagabond for her father, Jennifer's grand-
father had known * Rogue ' Herries.

So Jennifer stayed. She had not intended to
look scornful. She was too happy. But there
was an element of cruelty in her. She looked at
Christabel's pale face and ugly yellow, at Rose's
thin bones and ill-chosen green, at Maria Rockage's
untidy hair, and before she moved away, she
smiled.

Then she asked:

* Is my mother at cards?'

The smile was, for Christabel, a statement of
the whole evening's failure. Her voice trembling,
she answered:

* No.    But wherever she is, you should be with
her/

Jennifer came forward a little into the room.
She wanted these old women to have a full sight
of her youth and her beauty. Christabel was her
own age, and yet how elderly, how worn, how
awkward she seemed! And perhaps Christabel
thought: 'This is what I should be! The Ball
would have been a success to-night had I been!'

Jennifer stood there, swinging her mask be-
tween her fingers.

' Christabel/ she said, * I must congratulate
you on the evening/ She meant a compliment.
She had no sense of irony there. But Christabel
saw it as only ironical.

* I   do  not  need  your   compliments,'   she